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FEBRUARY. 


Wear hope’s young roses bright : — 

From wintry scenes, on earth’s dark plains 
Turn thee — where spring immortal reigns 
In fadeless fields of light. 

“ Fair spring, thou art the pledge of love, 

Thou com’st from realms of bliss above. 

From heaven’s benignant power. 

Who decks with flowers the waving woods 

Gives song to rills and falling floods. 

And gilds life’s fleeting hour.” 

The flower blossoms and fades— the tree grow- 
eth up and is cut down— the beasts of the hills 
are consumed and heard of no more — creation it- 
self must decay — man alone is immortal. Then 
improve the Spring of Life ! the bud of youth 
hath within it the germ of eternity ! the winter of 
age may sear its leaf, and its stem may be buried 
in the dust, but is intended for a better soil, and 
for a climate where winter will never intrude. 

Thomson has so beautifully described the arri- 
val of Spring that we cannot refrain from quot- 
ing it 


“ The penetrative sun 
His face deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, sets the streaming power 
At large, to wander o’er the verdant earth 
In various hues, but cliiefly thee gay green ! 
Thou smiling nature’s universal robe ! 

United light and shade ! where the sight dwells 
With growing strength, and ever new delight. 
From the moist meadow to the withered hill 


SPRING. 
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Led by the breeze the vivid verdure runs, 

And swells and deepens to the cherish’d eye. 

The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 

Till the whole forest stands display’d. 

In full luxuriance to the sighing gales.” 

Every person possessing an admiration for ru- 
ral and sylvan scenery cannot fail to entertain a 
stroDg afFectionfor the poet who has portrayed their 
charms with so much correctness and enthusiasm, 
— throughout his poetry we recognize the same 
features of blandness and benevolence — of beauty 
of form and colour, which we recognise as distin- 
guishing traits of the natural landscape, and are 
conveyed by his artless mind as faithfully as the 
lights and shades on the face of creation. His vivid 
description of a garden in Spring is thus given : 

“ At length the finished garden to the view. 

Its vistas opens, and its alleys green, 

Snatch’d through the verdant maze the hurried eye 
Distracted wanders j now the bow’ry walk 
Of covert close, where scarce a speck of day 
Falls on the lengthened gloom, protracted sweeps, 
Now meets the bending sky ; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake. 

The forest darkening round, the glittering spire. 

The ethereal mountain, and the distant main j 
But why so far extensive ? when at hand, 

Along the blushing borders bright with dew, 

And in yon mingled wilderness of flowers 
Fair handed spring unbosoms every grace. 

Throws out the snowdrop and the crocus first j 
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